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and jostling and snatching and grabbing among a
crowd, I would rather go pleasureless.    If I found
Paradise itself crowded, with long queues waiting for
wings and harps, I should ask to be turned out; but
they will surely order things better up there, and will
reserve their crowding for the other region.  I could
devise a very pretty hell for myself. It would be one
long Oxford Street without any side-roads whatever,
and everybody would be compelled to keep moving,
except certain fiends, assuming the shape of stout
middle-aged women, all umbrellas and elbows, who
would be for ever wheeling round and standing and
staring. All food and drink would have to be procured
at cheap tea-shops, gigantic establishments deplorably
understaffed and steaming with humanity. Enormous
crowds would be pushing their way in and out of these
horrors all day, and anybody who did not join them,
pressing in, elbowing a way from floor to floor, stand-
ing about for a seat, then banging a bell for hours,
would have to go without bite or sup. There would be
no homes at all to go to, but just this endless crowded
street, and at night the doomed soul, which would be
attached, of course, to a weary carcass, would have to
seek accommodation in an hotel.   There would be
thousands of these, huge, cheap, nasty places, and nine
out of ten would always be full, so that the wretched
creature would be compelled to trail from one to an-
other, encountering the sneers and hollow laughter of
demons in the form of reception clerks and night
porters. The rooms, when secured  at last,  would